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apart, and deliberated with himself whether he should
not fan on the mutineers sword unhand and kill them;
yet he restrained himself, and returning, merely coun-
selled those who were fearful and discontented to
go back, which they did then and there. The lesser
number remained firm, and amongst them a young man,
Sard by name, who however wept bitterly when he
saw his companions disappearing in the distance.
Soleyk consoled him with the remark that ' none so
lucky as those despaired of.' So they went bravely
on, till the diminished band reached at last the borders
of their furthest goal, the territory of Kha'them. Here
they halted awhile on the frontier; but during the
night Sard's camel got loose ; and its owner, after vainly
trying to re-capture it in the darkness, was at first
break of dawn descried by some of the villagers about,
who, recognizing him at once by his appearance for an
interloper from Nejd, laid hands on him and made
him prisoner. The alarm-cry was raised, and before
the sun was well above the horizon a troop of Kha'-
themite horsemen, with Keys the son of Maksooh at
their head, came out to meet Soleyk. A sharp fight
ensued, and the marauders were already beginning
te yield to the superior numbers of the f true men/
when Soleyk, singling out Keys, made straight at him,
and dealt him a blow which laid him disabled on the
ground. This event, Homeric fashion, decided the day;
and the Kha'themites fled, leaving Keys and some
other prisoners in the hands of the victors. Soleyk
now took as much booty as he could conveniently drive
off, exchanged Keys against Sard, let the other captives
go free, and returned northwards with such good haste,
that he overtook those who had abandoned him yet
on their way home. Once within the limits of Nejd,
Soleyk divided the booty among the few companions